I
A DREAM
DURING the year 1900, at the age of about eleven
years, I had a wonderful dream. For several days
I lived under the impression of that dream and have
always remembered the details.
I saw myself walking along a narrow, luxuriously
decorated passageway. On both sides were walnut
doors, similar to the state-room doors of a steamer. The
floor was covered with an attractive carpet. A spherical
electric light from the ceiling produced a pleasant bluish
illumination. Walking slowly, I felt a slight vibration
under my feet and was not surprised to find that
the feeling was different from that experienced on a
steamer or in a railway train. I took this for granted,
because in my dream I knew that I was on board a large
flying ship in the air. Just as I reached the end of the
corridor and opened a door to enter a decorated lounge,
I woke up.
Everything was over. The palatial flying ship was
only a beautiful creation of the imagination. At that
age I had been told that man had never produced a
successful flying machine and that it was considered
impossible.
During the autumn of 1931, after a series of extensive
test flights, Sikorsky Aircraft delivered to Pan-American
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